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How do you know it's safe to “let go?”

Canyoning is still a small ~p ort in Ecuador, but Franco
at “Pequeno Pﬂr-iisl_'- in Banos is a Swiss guide and
certified in the sport. | found out about him after my
trip. He can b Fu_n_nf at pequenoparaisozooodyahoo.
de

Ecuadorian certified mountain guides can be found at:
http:/fwww.aseguim.org/nuestros_afiliados _miembros
htm

A handful of Ecuadorian guides are certified by the in-
ternationally respected UIAGM

Ecuadorian certified rafting guides are licensed by the
government run AGAR

A list of internationally certified guides for rafting can
e found at: http://www.intraftfed.com/gte/certified.
html

Several North American based companies have kayak-
ing instructors certified by the ACA and Swiftwater Res-
cue. Small World Adventures, at
www.smallworldadventures.com

Finally, Ecuadorian certified bar-hopping guides can be
found at: www.esteecuador.blogspot.com




By The Blue Footed Booby
www.esteecuador.blogspot.com

Trust me, I'd sooner swallow whiskey any
day, but recently, | had to swallow some
serious pride. It started with a thrown-out
neck, progressed to retreating off an easy
rock climb in front of my friends, and ended
with a visit to the chiropractor.

Moving my arm in circular motions, my chi-
ropractor said, “You like to control things
huh?

“l guess,” | replied.

“Well, stop,” he said. “It's what's injuring
you."

You see though, for all my life, ["ve been
an outdoor guide and control is what we
do. We control the raft down the river, we
contral avalanches with explosives, hell,
many of us even think we can control our
hangovers after a night of partying; but ap-
parently all that control isnt very healthy
far the body.

Which brings me to my pride.

Recently we took some visiting friends to
the popular adventure-tourism destination
of Bafios, where, they announced their de-
sire to go Canyoning. Well, that would be
fine and as climbers, we were all perfectly
skilled to rappel down some waterfalls, but
as | pointed out, we didn't know where
they were, nor did we have wet-suits.
“That's okay,” they said, “we can just hire
a guide.”

And there it was; the g-word. | don't do
guides. | am a guide, guides don't hire
guides. | control my own itinerary, | con-
duct my own quality checks of equipment
and | control my own safety. My back start-
ed hurting. | took a deep breath of control
laced pride, and said, “Sure, we can hire
a—guide,”

The next morning, in the tour office, | ner-
vously fingered the guides gear. The rope
looked old, the carabiners had grooves
warn from years of use, the helmets seemed
ta rely on epoxy for structural integrity, and
the young guide looked hung-over (he was,
but, since | was too, that score was even).
| asked questions. Did he have a first aid
kit? How many bolts were at each rappel
anchor? How many years of experience did
he have—my wife made me go outside.

Driving and hiking to the top of our water-
falls | tried to let go, but graphic visions of
emergency medicine textbooks from my past
wouldn't leave my head. The first rappel
was tough, my heart matched the pounding
of the water on my chest as | tried to deci-
pher the guides strange rope management,
and then | was down the first waterfall...and
alive. By the third waterfall, a long one of
30 meters, | had stopped checking the rusty
anchaors, the frayed ropes, the non-existent
back-ups, and instead, | was immersed in
something else, | think they call it—fun.

For the rest of the day | let go. | never
coiled a rope. | didn't look at a map.
| evaluated some safety concerns, but,
maostly, | let the guide do his work. And
it was great. Coming to the last rappel of
the day, the guide began sefting up his
system a bit differently. He explained to
me that there was a pool of water you
had to swim through mid-way down, and
it was better if he lowered us rather than
rappelling ourselves. This way we would
have our hands free to swim out of the
hole. | looked at him, and thought, vou
know, this letting go stuff has been good,
but there are two things I'm not willing to
let go of yet: my brake hand on the rope,
and my beer hand around my Pilsener.
“Mo thanks man, I’ll manage the rappel-
ling myself.”

He nodded in the mutual understanding
of one contral freak to another.

The BFB still thinks you should check your
guides and their safety preparations care-
fully, lest you become a boob yourself.
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